THE    MEMOIRS    OF
At nightfall he took off the sailor's dress which he had
been wearing since the wreck, and, preparing himself in the
guise of a carandjie, set out with a double-barrelled gun and
a pair of pistols concealed In his opossum-skin belt. The
strange camp was several miles distant and he did not reach
It until early morning, while It was still dark. The number
of fires made It clear to him that the tribe was numerous,
and according to native custom he walked straight through
to the chief's fire, unmolested by the many dogs which came
up and sniffed him as he passed. The chief lay asleep and
alone, so Rashleigh made up the fire, sat down and smoked
In silence until the savage awoke. Seeing one whom he
judged to be a carandjie sitting there and eating smoke, he
sat up and addressed the stranger:
4Is my brother carandjie hungry that he devours the wind
of fire?' he asked.
'I devour the fire-wind to make me wise, but not to satisfy
my hunger,* replied Rashleigh,
'Is the tribe of my brother far away?*
'My fathers dwelt many moons nearer to the rain than
this; but I wander through the lands at my pleasure/
'Does my brother, * continued the chief curiously, 'travel
so far without a djln to wait upon him?*
*A wise man waits upon himself/ answered Rashleigh
solemnly. 'But/ he added meaningly, *all the djins of the
weakest are mine/
'That is true and just/ assented the black. 'But Is not
my brother lonely for want of company?*
'I need no company but my own thoughts and the spirits
of the wise men who are departed, but who hover round us
everywhere, ready to come to anyone who is bold enough
to call them/
At this statement the chief rose, casting a fearful glance
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